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The Bradfords had been in Ireland for only a year. Before 
that, they had been living in Austin, where David's expertise 
"But, David, bow can that be? It's less than a foot tall!" 
"I know, Honey. It's incredible isn't it," 
"Well, are you sure it's human?" 
"Hmmm •. .Now that you mention it, I guess it could be a 
little green man fran Mars." His eyes grew wide as he 
whistled the theme from The TwilighJ ZoM. "Or maybe it's a 
leprechaun. After all, this is Ireland." 
"Ob, David, be serious. I just thought it might be an 
animal or something." 
"Sorry." be said with a chuckle as be ~the lid 
down. "I couldn't resist teasing you a little." Then his eyes 
glazed over, talc:ing on his far-away look of scholarly con- 
centration. "But I must admit, this is a fascinating discovtty 
and it has apparently been here for aeons." 
"Is it as good as that discovery in Scotland a few years 
ago?" 
"Ummm, what?" he said, blinking. 
"The heather ale discovery in Scotland." she said. "Is it 
as good as that?" 
"Well. I don't know; really. That was an awfully inter- 
esting find. ... " Then a slight smile crinkled his face and be 
dropped his professorial altitude. "Actually, this could tum 
out to be even better." He grabbed Sharon around the waist 
and Spun her around until her feet new out behind her. 
"Thanks to you. my dear," he said. kissing her on the cheek 
with a loud smack, "your husband is going to stand the 
scientific community on its collective earl" 
"Ob. David, really?" she said with a squeal. 
"rm sure of it, So. I'd better get this to the lab right 
away." 
"rm going with you. Maybe I can help." 
"No, Honey. You' d be bored out of your mind. Besides 
you've got that delicious smelling roast in the oven and I'm 
really looking forward to having it for dinner tonigbL I'll just 
start a few tests today and the rest can wait 'til Monday." 
"But I'm curious too. you know, and we don't even have 
a phone out here." 
"Listen, I promise I'll be back in time for dinner, 
Sweetheart, and I'll report on my progress then." He wrapped 
the cloth around the little chest and carefully placed it on the 
front seat of the car, talc:ing great pains to avoid jostling the 
valuable bones. Then he kissed his wife goodbye, and drove 
away. 
hen her shovel hit something hard, 
Sharonassumeditwasjustanotherrock. 
They were so common in the Irish 
countryside. But as she kneeled to brush 
the dirt away, a glint of metal caught her 
eye, and brushing more dirt aside, she 
could see that a small chest was buried there. "David!" 
she screamed, running toward the house. "Come 'out 
here! Something's buried in the garden, and I think it 
might be a treasure!" 
Her husband was sitting at a large oak desk piled high 
with books and papers. As Sharon's words penetrated his 
barrier of concentration, nudging and squeezing their way 
through the maze of technical jargon that filled his brain, he 
looked up from his work, brown eyes blinking behind thick 
glasses. Then he pushed his leather chair away from the desk 
and followed her out to the garden. 
Being an archaeologist. David was highly intrigued by 
her discovery. He crouched over the "dig." using a trowel and 
his bare hands to carefully enlarge the hole until the entire 
chest was uncovered. "I've never seen anything like this." be 
said as he gently lifted it out and placed it on the ground. 
"It's so small," said Sharon, hovering over it like a hawk 
eyeing its prey. 
David studied the intricate embossing. "This is strange. 
It appears to be pre-Celtic in origin, but it's in remarkably 
good condition." He pointed to a beautiful design of intersect- 
ing rings. "Just look at this detail. The workmanship is excel- 
lent," 
"Do you know what it is?" 
"No ... a jewelry chest, maybe. But whatever it is, I think 
it has tremendous archaeological significance." 
"Hurry up. Open it, David. I'm dying to see what's 
inside." 
He ran his fingers around the edge of the lid and tried to 
lift it, "I don't see a Ioele on be.re. But for some reason it won't 
open." He looked up at Sharon. "Would you get my tools for 
me, Honey? Oh, and a cloth, too." 
Sharon ran to the cottage, found David's tool box, and 
lugged it back to the garden. Then she watched in eager 
anticipation as he began the tedious process of loosening the 
lid. With a cloth folded over the blade of a screwdriver to 
avoid damaging the ancient metal. be deftly poked and pried. 
"Here goes," be said at last, And as be slowly eased the 
lid off, a tiny skeleton was revealed. 
"My God!" said Sharon. "It's a baby!" 
David was silent as his eyes searched the ancient and 
fragile bones. Then he said, "No, it's not a baby. A baby's 
bones wouldn't be as developed as this and the body propor- 
tions would be different, It's definitely an adult; a human 
adult, And it has the narrow pelvis of a male." 
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As they approached the area. Sharon could sec that the 
car had settled into the bog. nose down, mud oozing toward 
the windshield. "Why in the world would be have driven way 
over here? It's so far off the road." 
"Well, maybe he saw somethin •that seemed deservin' of 
a closer look.• 
Sharon shook her head. "I don't think he would have 
taken the time. He was anxious to get to the lab so he could 
examine the skeleton we found yesterday." 
"Skeleton, you say?" 
"Yes. It was a hwnan skeleton, but only about this tall." 
She indicated the size with her hands. "I found it yesterday 
while I was planting flowers. It was buried in our back yard 
in a little metal chest." 
"Saints preserve us." O'Casey made the sign of the cross 
and shook his head sadly. "Oh, it bodes bad for your husband, 
Ifear, lass." 
"Why? What are you talking about?" 
Of all the inconsiderate, self-centered, bull-headed .... 
In the midst of her mental tirade, she heard a knock on 
thefrootdoor.ItwasMichaelO'Casey,anelderlyfannerwho 
lived down the road. "Good day to you now, Mrs. Bradford," 
he said, taking his hat off and holding it with both hands. "I 
bate to be distnrbin' you, but I just happened to see an 
automobile that looks a mite like yours stickin • out o • me peat 
bog." 
"Peat bog!" said Sharon. "Is my husband all right?" 
O'Casey shifted his weight and fidgeted with the brim of 
his bat "Well now, I didn't see him, but if you're wantin' to 
go out there and have a look, I'd be pleased to give you a 
ride." 
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She ate dinner, alone as usual. Then she washed the 
dishes and read. But after several hours- of jumping up often 
to look out the window. she stepped outside again. Buttoning 
her sweater against the chilly night air, she gazed at the full 
moon as it flickered and faded behind a dense shroud of fog 
that rolled across the moors. With it came an eerie stillness 
that enveloped the land, blotting out light and sound as it 
passed. Then,df in the distance, she thought she could hear 
a faint skirting of pipes, followed by a shrill cry. A Banshee? 
she thought with a shudder. Oh don't be ridiculous. It's only 
the wind. But the air was still. 
The next morning, Sharon arose tired and haggard from 
a restless night, her sleep fitful and plagued with dreams of 
leprechauns and skeletons. When she realized 
that David still wasn't home, she felt more angry 
than worried. Boy, will I give him a 
piece ofmy mind when he gets hom«, 
she thought. He's always doing this. 
had earned him a professorship in the archaeology depart- 
ment at the University of Texas. 
· Then in 1983, he came across a research paper from the 
University of Edinburgh in Scotland. Scientists there had just 
made an astounding discovery. A farmer, while plowing his 
fields on the Hebridean island of Rum, had uncovered 
neolithic pottery shards bearing traces of ancient heather ale. 
Prior to that, heather ale had been considered a mythical 
beverage, relegated to the realms of legends and folk tales. 
When, two years later, another interesting lithic scatter 
was discovered, this one in Ireland, the brilliant young scholar 
applied f<X" and received a two-year fellowship for research 
at the University of Dublin. 
Afttl' arriving in Ireland, David had immersed himself in 
work, relishing every minute of it Sharon, charmed by the 
Irish countryside, had found a lovely stone cottage that was 
only a forty-five-minute drive from the city. 
As the sunlight dimmed to a dusty shade of mauve, 
Sharon stepped outside and looked down the road that led to 
town. It was a winding road that undulated over hills and 
through valleys. past lush green fields bordered with low 
stone fences. But there was no sign of David. The only 
movement Sharon could sec was a single sheep grazing near 
a patch of heather. "Damn," she grumbled. and shaking her 
head, she turned and walked back to the house. I knew he'd 
get wrapped up in his work. again and forget to come bome, 
she thought Now I'm stuck. oUJ here with no phone and no 
car. 
The Mythic Circle# u, pg. 3 
But/, Colwnbru, seek yow weallh of passion; 
Their sort of wisdom raises feeble children : 
Since it's dretllMrs who makl! the world go round. 
The world thol say1 so has, Colwnbru, weallh 
the same for which you vainly searched the world. 
It feeds on yow estale and mocks 'JOU, dreamer, 
and while the sphere you sought 1111111 rolllfd and rowul, 
ii seldom cares to worry for ils children. 
Their heads are much too fat to need yow passion. 
And yet ii fails to see, the wise old world, 
which wonders why you cared tlll.ll ii was round, 
when your searching brought you only ~la1 passion. 
So carefully it war111 ill eager children 
Thal a grownup lear111 to cease to be a dreamer, 
or ~s alone to leave behind no weallh. 
To whom you left yow lu4ge and hard-won 'weallh- 
F ar greater than you ever dreQ/ftJed, you dreamer, 
and had you dret11Md u, wonhy of your pas1ion: 
Freedom and an undiscovered world. 
When I ponder this, my thoughts grow very round, 
reflecting how ungrateful are we children 
I've heard your story told to many children 
who wondered al the madness of a dreamer 
Who believed there were such treasures in this world 
as would ever be enough to fill his passion. 
Your venture won another kind of wealth. 
When they ponder this, their eyes grow very round. 
Before you ~d you knew you were a dreamer, 
And you burned in every vein with anguished passion, 
For even though you'd proved the world was round, 
You found ii cruel and chilly, void ofweahh. 
So, with nothing gained except an unknown world 
You came home empty-handed to yow children. 
I wonder al the fervor of yow passion, 
Yow dreams of glory, gold and splendid weallh, 
the honor which you meant to leave yow children, 
When you ceased yow anxious wanderings in the world; 
A world you knew so well you'd find was round, 
Though sane men shook their heads and called you 
"dreamer," 
To Christopher Columbus 
by Gwenyth E. Hood 
and papers. But his big leather chair was empty. She glanced 
around the room, her eyes lingering on a photograph they bad 
taken during one of their many trips to the beach. Memories 
washed over her, just as the waves had washed over _the 
rock-strewn shore where she and David had strolled and 
laughed so often at the antics of the sea birds. She reached out 
to touch the picture, her fingers stroking David's face -- that 
kind and loving face with the funny, curious furrowing of bis 
brows when he tried so hard to understand her. 
She felt a tightnes.9 in her throat and a stinging in her eyes. 
And then the tears came, and with them, the aching admission 
that David wasn't coming back -- the hollow feeling ·of 
loneliness. Suddenly, she couldn't stand the confining walls 
of the cottage. She bad to walk outside to the garden -- the 
garden that had seemed so beautiful and full of promise the 
day before. 
As she apsxoacbed the spot where the chest had been 
unearthed, she saw that the hole in the ground bad been 
recently covered with fresh dirt, neatly tamped and smoothed 
into place. And the small seedlings that she'd recently planted 
were bent and broken as though they'd been trampled. It 
couldn't be, she thought, falling to her knees and frantically 
digging with her bare bands. 
Then she struck something solid. ..• 
O'Casey' s ruddy complexion paled and deep worry lines 
etched his weathered face. "It's been long said that a man 
should never go tamperin' with the graves of the little people. 
Nothin' good can come of it," 
He glanced at Sharon and his expression softened slight- 
ly. "But, there now, I shouldn't be puttin' a fright in you like 
that. My missus tells me that I do tend to ramble on a bit, The 
~tis, there's been no talk of the wee folk bein' seen in these 
parts for many a year; aye, many a long long year." 
They called Constable Kevin O'Leary out to investigate. 
He noted that the grass around the bog had been trampled for 
several yards in all directions and that the car was spoUed, 
inside and out, with mud and bits of grass. The only other clue 
was a small piece of David's shirt caught in the door latch. 
David and the skeleton were gone. 
"It looks like he might have been dragged off," said 
O'Leary, scratching his chin. "But it's stmnge; very strange, 
indeed -- the grass all trampled down like it is." 
Latel' that atternoon, as the sun faded to an ocher haze 
hanging heavily over the afternoon sky, O'Leary drove 
Sharon home, promising to let her know if anything else 
turned up. She was still in a daze of disbelief as she entered 
her cottage; the quaint and charming cottage that now seemed 
so cold and still and empty without David. She walked into 
his study, half expecting to see him there poring over books 
